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got to descend, and leant over the mantel-piece, gazing on
the empty stove. The remembrance of my boyhood over-
powered me. I thought of the garden in which we had
first met, of her visit to me in the dark to solace my despair;
I asked myself why in her presence everything seemed beau-
tiful, and I felt happy ?

Some one tapped at the door. * Are you ready r ' said
the voice of voices. I opened the door, and taking her
hand, we exchanged looks of joyful love, and descended
together.

We entered the saloon. She led me up fco a middle-aged
but graceful personage ; she introduced me to her husband
as the oldest and dearest of her friends. There were several
other gentlemen in the room who had come to enjoy the
chase with their host, but no ladies. We dined at a round
table, and I was seated by Christiana. The conversation
ran almost entirely on the robbers, of whom I heard roman-
tic and ridiculous accounts. I asked the Countess how she
should like to be the wife of a bandit chief ?

' I hardly know what I should do,' she answered play,
folly, ' were I to meet with some of those interesting ruffians
of whom we occasionally read; but I fear, in this age of
reality, these sentimental heroes would be difficult to dis-
cover.'

f Yes; I have no doubt/ said a young nobleman opposite,
* that if we could detect this very captain, of whom we have
daily heard such interesting details, we should find him to
be nothing better than a decayed innkeeper, or a broken
subaltern at the best/

' You think so ? ' I replied. ' In this age we are as prone
to disbelieve in the extraordinary as we were once eager to
credit it. I differ from you about the subject of our present
dincussion, nor do I believe him to be by any means a com-
mon character.'

My remark attracted general observation.    I spoke in a